


Thk Biflor'teofKtng Lear . 

why Gi"fier,(jlojler, id’e fpeake with the Duke of Come w^and 
his wife. 

Gloft. I my good Lord. 

Lear. The King would fpeak with firnewal, the dtare father 
Would with his daughter (peakc, commands her feruice; 
Fieric Duke, tell the hot Duke that Lear — _ 

No but not yet. may be he is not well, 

Tnfirmitie doth ftill negleft all office where-to our health 
Is boudjwe arc not our felues when nature being opreft 
Comanc^the mind to fuffer with the bodieple forbeare, 

And am fallen out with my more hedierwill, 

_> To take the indifpos’d and fickly fit, for the found man: 
Deatlron my Hate, wherfore fliould he fit here ? 

This aft perfwades me,thatthis remotion oftheDuke 
Is praftife;only giue me my feruantforth, (& her 

TelltheDuke and’s wife, lie fpeake with them 
Now prefently, bid them come forth and heare me* 

Or at their chamber doore ilebeat the drum 
Till it cry fleepe to death • 

Ghft. I would haue all well betwixt you. 

Lear. O my heart, my heart. 

FeeCe. CrytoitNunckle,astheCokneydid to thfe eefes.wliffl 
, r fl ie put vm it h p aflaliue,fhe rapt vm ath coxcombs with aftick, 
and cry ed downe wantons downe;twasherbrother,thatinpurc 
kindnes to his horfe buttered his hay. 

Enter Du\e and Regan. 

Lear. Good morrow' to you both. 

Duke, Haylc to your Grace. 

Reg. I am glad to fee your highnes. 

Lear. Regan I thinke you are, I know what reafon , 

I haue to thinke fo; ifthou fhouldfl not be glad, 

I would diuorfe me from thy mothers tombe 
Sepulchring an adultrefle: yea are you free ? 

Some other time for that. Beloued Regan, 

Thy filler is naught, oh Regan (he hath tved, 

Sharpe tooth’d vnkindnes like a vulture hrare, 

I can fcarce fpeake to thee, thoiit not beleeue, 

Of how depriued a qualitie; O Regan* ^ 
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I pray fir take patience, I haue hope 
You ieffe know how to value her defert. 

Then flie to flacke her dime. 

Lear, My curfl.es on her. 

Ref. O Sir you are old, ^ 

vwiife onyouftande-s on the very verge of her con- 
Yon ihould be rul’d and led by fome difcretion 
That difeernes y our ftate better the you your felfc, 
Therfore I pray that to our filler, you do make returne. 
Say you haue wrong’d her Sir- 

Lear. AskeherforgiuenesJ f 

Doe you markehow this becomes the houfe* 

Deare daughter, I confeffe that I am old,, 

A°-e is vnneceftariejon my knees I be» 

That you 1 vouchfafe me rayment, bec^and food. 

Reg. Good fir no more, thefe are vnfightly tricks, 
Returneyouto my lifter. 

Lear. No Regan, 

She hath abated me ofhalfe my trame, 

Looktblacke vpon me, ftrookc mee with her tongue 
Moll Serpentdike vpon the very heart; (top. 

All the ftor’d vengeances of heauenfall on her mgrattul 
Strikeher yongbones you taking ayrs with lamencs. 

. Fie fie fir. 

You nimble lightnings darty our blinding flames, 
Into her fcomfull eyes, infe ft her beau tie; 

You Fen/uckt fogs, drawne by the powrefull Sunne, 

Te falFand blatt ner pride. 

Reg.O thebleft Gods,fo willyou wilh onme 
When the rafh mood- 

Lear. No Regan, thou (halt neuer hauerny curfc, 
The teder hefted nature lhall not giue theor' e (burnc. 
Toharfhnesdier eies are fierce, but thine do c 5 fort & not 
Tis not in thee to grudge my pleafures, tocut off my 
Tobandy hafty words, to fcant my fizes, (traine. 

And inconclufion,to oppofe the bolt 



